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Summary 


“I care about you. I think I trust you,” Satsuki whispers again. Solemnly. Almost painfully. 
“And I think I want something.” 


“From me?” Nonon asks. “What do you want, Satsuki-Chan?” She asks because she would 
do anything for Satsuki. She would follow Satsuki to the ends of the earth. She already has. 
She would kneel by Satsuki’s side if she had to for all of eternity- 


“I want you. I want you to hurt me." 


Notes 


hi, kill la kill fandom. i wrote this in two days, which i think makes me insane. welcome to 
my hellhole. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Nonon isn’t sure where it comes from, really. 


She and Satsuki have always had something. Perhaps not closeness on Satsuki’s end, but 
there’s been something to say about how Satsuki allows Nonon into her life- how even after 
Ragyo is long gone, she invites the Elite Four into her estate and draws to Nonon’s company 
more than the rest. How she scoots away from the rest of the Elite Four when they sit near 
each other on the couch but doesn’t seem to mind the same closeness with Nonon. How she 
flinches when Sanageyma accidentally brushes against her but leaves her arm where it is 
when Nonon does the same. How she always waits for Nonon to sit first during meals at the 
table and chooses the chair next to her when it’s her turn. 


Satsuki and Soroi invite them over for dinner and wine every now and then. Satsuki and 
Nonon eat next to each other, quiet as the boys wolf down their meat and drink plentifully. 
When the rest of the Elite Four start to get rowdy and their plates are clear, Satsuki drops 
down to Nonon’s level and whispers in her ear. She asks, “Would you like to come with me?” 
with a head gesture to her room, and Nonon, feeling a surge of want and desire, nods as they 
escape. They sit on the neatly made white bed, both a little hazy from the wine. Satsuki’s 
pinky is near Nonon’s pinky on the bed, brushing near hers, but Satsuki doesn’t shy away 
from it. Nonon even thinks that Satsuki might be scooting closer. 


It’s quiet for a bit. But Satsuki speaks first. She doesn’t look at Nonon when she talks. 


“I care about you,” Satsuki says for the first time, so quietly it feels like a secret, and Nonon’s 
face heats up. She feels herself building into the tallest person in the universe, up into the 
stars and even above them. 


“What do you mean?” Nonon asks quietly- because she’s never heard Satsuki say this before. 
She thinks she wants to hear it again. 


“I care about you. I think I trust you,” Satsuki whispers again. Solemnly. Almost painfully. 
“And I think I want something.” 


“From me?” Nonon asks. “What do you want, Satsuki-Chan?” She asks because she would 
do anything for Satsuki. She would follow Satsuki to the ends of the earth. She already has. 
She would kneel by Satsuki’s side if she had to for all of eternity- 


“I want you. I want you to hurt me,” Satsuki says. She still doesn’t look at Nonon. 
Nonon sobers. She has to sober, in order to hear Satsuki’s request properly. 
“Satsuki-Chan?” she murmurs, her eyes like wide, gaping holes. 


“You know what I mean,” Satsuki says. Her head turns in the other direction. “I want you to 
touch me how you want. I’ve been meaning to ask you. I want you to do it.” 


Nonon isn’t sure where it comes from really. She supposes that she always knew Satsuki 
trusted her and the Elite Four a great deal, but not to do this. Not to take Satsuki in her most 
vulnerable- in her smallest self - and to deliver her pain as if it were a gift. 


Nonon swallows. She scoots closer to Satsuki, feeling her desire surge and mount in waves. 
She uses her hand to pull Satsuki’s jaw to her- fingernails digging into Satsuk1’s jawline- and 
forces Satsuki’s gaze towards her. Finally. 


“You want me like this?” she asks, trying to confirm. She feels possession overcome her- 
something dark and beastlike. 


Very tired, so tired it sounds like she’s concluding a long speech, Satsuki responds, “I need 
it.” 


Nonon’s grip tightens. Her fingernails dig harsher into Satsuki’s flesh. Satsuki gasps and 
Nonon gets on her knees; she straddles Satsuki’s lap and breathes harshly into her ear. She 
nips her earlobe. She bites even harder. Satsuki gasps. 


“Tell me how you want it,” Nonon demands firmly- almost a growl. She scrapes her 
fingernails down Satsuki’s neck. “Tell me how badly you’ve wanted me to hurt you.” 


Satsuki makes a noise. The Elite Four continue their merry banter outside Satsuki’s door. 
Neither she nor Satsuki cares. Not anymore. 


“I want- want everything-” Satsuki gasps, pleading. 
It’s not specific enough. Nonon presses her teeth against Satsuki’s neck. 


She’ll wring the rest out of Satsuki later. 


Nonon is in Satsuki’s room a different day. 


She’s come to realize that she’s the only person that Satsuki lets into her room, save for 
Ryuko occasionally when Ryuko needs to borrow some clothes. 


Satsuki is naked. It’s not the first time Nonon’s seen Satsuki naked, but it’s the first time she’s 
seen Satsuki naked /ike this - blindfolded, with a gag in her mouth, her ankles bound together, 
her ass up. Vulnerable. Scared. Heart-breaking, in a way. 


Nonon gets on her knees on the bed. She remains clothed (it’s not like Satsuki could tell the 
difference if she weren’t), and hikes the dildo on her harness up. Her hand lands on Satsuki’s 
left ass cheek with a crack, and Satsuki gasps and buckles. 


Nonon soothes over the spot she hit gently with the back of her hand. “You know what to do 
if you want to stop?” she purrs, her eyes darting to Satsuki’s hands. 


Satsuki taps on the bed three times. 


“Good slut,” Nonon bites with another slap to Satsuki’s ass. Satsuki grunts and hangs her 
head down. “Now, let me hurt you like the good girl you are.” Satsuki grunts again to affirm 
her. 


They aren’t dating, but they care about each other. 


It shows in the way that Nonon undoes Satsuki’s binds, the way she gently wipes the tears at 
the edges of Satsuki’s eyes, and how she holds Satsuki between her arms as if Satsuki were 
smaller than her. It’s ironic that they act this way- they both know what tall steel Satsuki’s 
been all their lives. And they both know that she can only let up this facade in the company 
of each other. 


“T- I can- for you-” Satsuki babbles when the gag's left her mouth and she's decided on a set 
of words. 


“I don’t need anything,” Nonon whispers into her ear. 
“Please,” Satsuki says once more. “I want to.” 
“Rest first,” Nonon reminds her. “I want to put lotion on you.” 


Nonon strokes Satsuki’s back once. Twice. Satsuki quiets. Nonon goes to get the lotion. 


It’s closeness, Nonon thinks, when Satsuki puts her mouth on her. 


“T’ve not done this for anyone,” Satsuki reminds her as she crawls between Nonon’s legs on 
her white bed. “I’ve only had people touch me before.” 


By touch, she means pure, unbridled cruelty. 
And of course, by people, she means her mother. 


“Then thank you,” Nonon whispers, slick and dripping between her folds. She tries to steady 
her breath, to stop herself from sounding too awe-struck. It doesn’t work. “I’ve never seen 
you like this, Satsuki-Chan . ” 


By this, she means pliant. Soft. Close. Giving. 


Satsuki noses her way between Nonon’s thighs. She swallows. She breathes Nonon in. 


“PII be good,” Satsuki promises. Her will is absolute. Her eyes gleam with ambition. Or 
adoration- which for Satsuki, is one and the same. “I promise.” 


“I know you will be,” Nonon murmurs affectionately. “You’ve always been good at 
everything.” 


Satsuki’s actions are pure when she puts her mouth on Nonon. Nonon grunts. Her hand finds 
the back of Satsuki’s neck and digs her closer into Nonon’s mound. 


It’s closeness, one Satsuki hasn’t gifted Nonon since before her mother’s death. It’s purity, a 
care that surges between them only when they touch as vulnerably as they do now. 


“There, like that,” Nonon husks. Her hand travels Satsuki’s scalp and tugs at the hair there, 
enough to elicit a noise out of Satsuki’s mouth on Nonon’s clit. “You were born to do good. 
Just like this. Keep going.” 


So Satsuki does. Only in the way that they both know she’s capable of. 


Nonon is used to “Dinner With the Elite Four” meaning something different to her and 
Satsuki than it does to the rest of the gang. Usually, when she gets the “Elite Four Dinner” 
text from Satsuki, it means “Eat with me and the rest of them until after and we can go have 
sex in my room." 


But today seems different. 


Nonon shows up by herself, and when does, Soroi isn’t there to greet her. None of the rest of 
the Elite Four are there, either. Satsuki comes up to the door in her dark slacks and a button- 
down, her eyes red. She looks tired and frail- a breath away from eroding. 


“Satsuki-Chan,” Nonon greets, eyeing her up and down. She squints at her. “No Monkey? 
Dog? No butler either?” 


“No,” Satsuki says. Nonon waits for more, but Satsuki doesn’t provide it. 
“Are we still having dinner?” Nonon prods with a raised brow. 

“I don’t think I can eat at the moment,” Satsuki responds. 

“The text invitation says, Dinner With Elite Four,’ Nonon points out. 
Satsuki looks down. “I didn’t know what else to say to get you here.” 


Nonon stares at her. She thinks she can see Satsuki shrink in real time, withering away like a 
dying flower. 


“And why did you need me here?” Nonon asks. 
“I thought about my mother for too long.” 


Nonon’s jaw tenses. Satsuki very hesitantly looks back up. She eyes Nonon with a 
tentativeness that Nonon hasn't seen since- 


No, Nonon has never seen this type of uncertainty in Satsuki since meeting her. She's always 
been strong, unwavering, like a skyscraper- 


“Nonon,” Satsuki says. She takes Nonon’s hand, childlike and naked in a way that’s too tall 
for Nonon to put into words. 


Nonon swallows. She wraps her fingers around Satsuki’s; she squeezes so she can feel go 
from the middle of her chest, through her veins, and out her fingertips. “Satsuki-Chan.” 


“Please help me,” Satsuki says, choked. “I don't know how to trust anyone else.” 


Nonon’s blood surges. She squeezes again. She leads Satsuki to the bedroom. Satsuki sits on 
the bed, still refusing to meet Nonon’s gaze, and removes her pants. Only her pants. She sets 
them to the side. Nonon watches her and, based on the times she's slept with Satsuki, figures 
she should strip something off too, only to be fair. To keep any clothes on feels like pure, 
unbridled cruelty, so Nonon removes her button-down and takes off her pants, drawing to 
Satsuki with a warm palm. 


“Satsuki-Chan,” Nonon murmurs quietly, cupping her hand softly around Satsuki's cheek. 
Satsuki doesn't look up still; she simply nestles her cheek further into Nonon’s hand. “You 
still want this?” 


Satsuki reaches for Nonon’s other hand with a faint nod. She pulls it to the top of her panties 
and buries one of Nonon’s fingers under the fabric. 


“Please,” she confirms. “I need it.” 


Nonon swallows. She thinks other people might feel twenty feet tall at the thought of seeing 
Satsuki this feeble. But she doesn't. She feels quiet and frail with her- two puny sandcastles at 
the brink of a tsunami. 


“PI be gentle this time,” Nonon reassures. Satsuki stiffens at this but relaxes again when 
Nonon slips her hand into Satsuki’s underwear. Satsuki lays back on her pillows. “I can tell 
that you need it. You can trust me, Satsuki-Chan.” 


Nonon’s fingers arrive at Satsuk1’s clit, rubbing soothing lines on and around it. Satsuki lets 
out a gasp- a taken-aback, frail one as her face contorts and her eyes well with tears. Her 
hand finds Nonon’s shorts and grasps hastily there, holding the two of them in place. Tightly. 


“Please,” Satsuki gasps again, and Nonon doesn't make Satsuki say aloud what she wants. 
Not today. She's had far too many thoughts about her mother. Nonon simply keeps moving 
her fingers. She presses a kiss to the crook of Satsuki’s shoulder. One on her neck and one on 
her cheek. 


“I have you,” Nonon says again, and Satsuki manages a faint nod. She keeps making choked 
gasps. Manages to make a feeble whine once or twice in the next couple of minutes. Manages 
some babbling as she finally starts to get what she needs. 


“Can- Can Nonon- I- Please-” 


Nonon waits. She doesn't assume. She presses another kiss on Satsuki’s cheek and keeps 
moving her fingers against Satsuki’s clit in the way she knows how. 


Satsuki clenches her jaw. “Inside,” she finally dares to say, and Nonon helps her sit up more. 
She adjusts her hand. Satsuki opens her legs and leans forward so she can press her forehead 
to Nonon’s shoulder and her face isn't visible. Nonon doesn't ask to see her. She simply 
ushers Satsuki’s hand to her clit and begins sinking her own two fingers inside Satsuki’s tight 
heat. She waits as Satsuki pants and flutters. Satsuki makes the softest of whines before she 
says, “Okay,” as Nonon’s indication to continue, and Nonon pumps. 


It's quiet. Satsuki shakes every now and then, making a small sound into Nonon’s shoulder, 
and Nonon tries her best not to distract her. She curls her fingers and hits deep into where she 
thinks Satsuki needs it. Satsuki tenses and sighs, over and over again, pressing her blurry 
eyes and tears into the skin on Nonon’s shoulder. Nonon adjusts her pace when Satsuki 
begins to claw at her. She continues her pumping as Satsuki begins to tighten around her 
fingers, as Satsuki’s hand circles her clit more furiously and desperately. 


“Need-” Satsuki says, her tears pooling on Nonon’s shoulder as her toes curl. 
She needs to come. She needs Nonon. She needs this to be over with. Nonon keeps pumping. 


“Close-” Satsuki warns, almost a sob. Nonon nods- permission- and Satsuki snaps, gasping, 
clenching, and trembling as Nonon holds her and rubs gentle lines onto her back. 


“I have you,” Nonon murmurs a third and final time, and Satsuki gives a frail nod- like she 
doesn't want to be there. So Nonon doesn't say anything else. She doesn't feel any surge of 
want or desire or lust. She simply allows Satsuki to come undone, leaning onto her shoulder, 
gasping and muttering nonsense as Nonon strokes her back. When Satsuki’s finished coming, 
Nonon removes her hand. She gives her a short kiss on the forehead, leaves to get Satsuki 
water, and sits close to Satsuki on the bed as she takes sips from it. 


“Do you need-?” Satsuki starts, tucking her knees to her chest. 
“No,” Nonon responds immediately. “I don't.” 
Satsuki looks down again. She’s uncertain for words. 


“Thank you,” are the ones she settles on. Knees still huddled to her chest, she scoots closer to 
Nonon on the bed. “I care about you.” 


Nonon feels it now. That surge she always feels around Satsuki. The one that builds her 
higher and higher, until tsunami waves take her down and remind her of how small she is. Of 
how small they both are, really, when they get like this. 


She feels small with Satsuki, sitting near her on the bed. She inches her hand closer and 
brushes her pinky against Satsuk1’s- a pulsing wave, the wind buffering against a skyscraper. 


“I care about you, too,” Nonon says. 
Satsuki looks up. Finally. 


She takes Nonon's hand in hers and smiles. 


Soroi is on vacation. The Elite Four come over a while after Satsuki and Nonon have napped, 
offering to cook for Satsuki instead. Inumuoto and Sanageyma bicker in the kitchen- 
something about how the steak Sanageyama is cooking is too well-done- and Satsuki, Nonon, 
and Gamagoori sit on the couch. Nonon and Satsuki are holding hands. 


Gamagoori looks pointedly at the two of them. Graciously, because he's the one with the 
most tact in the Elite Four, he comments, "You two seem to be awfully close, Lady Satsuki." 


Satsuki only nods. "We care about each other," she confirms, and this is enough to satisfy 
Gamagoori's curiosity. 


It's enough to satisfy Nonon's too. Nonon casts her gaze to Satsuki, who only returns her stare 
with warmth. Nonon squeezes Satsuki's hand and Satsuki hums in response. She scoots a 
noticeable inch closer to Nonon- someone small in the possession of nurturance larger than 
life itself. 


Nonon runs her thumb along the under of Satsuki's hand, sighing. It's a promise. It's care. 
From now until the end of time, Nonon would follow Satsuki to the ends of the earth. 


End Notes 


my tumblr is @bluebugs 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


